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by the usual rag-tag and bobtail which
in those days was inseparable from a
native magnate, emerged from some trees
on the other side of the river, and slowly
moved down to it with irmch waving
of "chowries" and beating of "tom-
toms."
While the elephants were splashing in
the water I drew a bead on the biggest of
them, and fired. The bullet sped through
the air. Whether it hit the elephant or
not I cannot say; but the effect of its
arrival on the hitherto festive scene was
quite ludicrous. With one accord did
both elephants and their attendants turn
tail and scamper out of the water, and
up the bank into the shelter of the trees,
followed by a messenger from the other
barrel, which I despatched to hasten
their movements, The angry Raja now
replied to my insults with half-a-dozen
matchlock bullets, which fell harmlessly
into the water about half way across;
but he did not venture to resume his in-
terrupted bath, and very soon departed
re infecta*